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38 The Tragedy 0/OtheIIo 

Hull grow Wronger then twas before, 

Caf. Youaduifemewell. 

lag. I proted in the finccrity ofloue and honeft kindntffe. 

Caf. I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , vvil'l I 
feech the vertuous Defdcmona, to vndertake for me j lam deiperate 
of my fortunes, if they cbecke me here. 

lag. You are in the right: 

Good night Leiutenant,! muft to the watch. 

Caf, Good night honeft [ago. £ 

lag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the viilainc. 

When this aduicc is free I giue.and honed. 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft cafic 
The inclining Defdtmona to fubdue. 

In any honed fuite , (lie’s fram’d as fruitful!. 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer’t to renounce his baptifme, 

Allfealesand fymt$sof redeemed fin. 

His foule is fo infetter’d to her lour, 

That (he may make, vnmake, doe whatfhelid, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play the god 

With his weake function; how am I then a villaine ? 

To counfell Capio to this parrallell courle. 

Diretdly to his good •• diuinity of hell. 

When diuclls will their blacked fins put on. 

They doe fugged at fird with hcauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now : for while this honed foole 
Plyes Defdtmona to repaire his fortunes. 

And flic for him,pleadcs drongly to the Moore 
Tie poure this pedilenceinto his care. 

That (lie repealcs him for her bodyes luft; 

And by how much (he driucs to doc him good,. 

She (ball vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodneffe make the net 

That (hallenmcfh cm all :■ Roden go^ 

How now Redcrigo } 

M 


The Moore of Venice. 

, 1 J do follow here in thechafc,not like a hound that hums, but 

' that filles vp the cryrmy money is almod fpent,I ha bin to night 
cedin' 1 ,!" well cud geld: I thinke the iffue will be, I (ball hauc fo 
<x ^i, cx p;ricncc fonmy paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
[i vvith that wit rcturne to V ’.nice. 

3 ’lag. How poore are they .that ha not pat : cnce ? 
vyhat wound did euer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knowcfl wc worke by wit,and not by wichcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Do’ft not goc well ? Capio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that fmall hurt, had caflicird Capio, 

Tho other things grow faire againd the fun. 

But fruites that blofomefird,willfirftbe ripe. 

Content thy fclfe awhile ; bi’the made tis morning; 
plcafufe.aod aflion.makc the houres feeme (hort : 

Retire thcc,goe where thou art bill ted. 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter 
Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done. 

My wife mud moue for Capio to her miflris, 

I’lefet heron, 

My felfeawhile,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio findc. 

Soliciting his wife: I,that s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldnefie and delay. 

. i Exeunt. 

Enter Caffio,#»/'fA> Mttfitians and the Clovene, 

Caf. ^/|Afters 3 play here,I will content your paines, 

Something that’s bvicfe,and bid good morrow Generali. 
Clo. Why madcrs.ha your indrumencs bin at Naples, that they 
(peak: i’the nofe thus ? 

Boy, How fir, how ? . 

C/o. Arcthefelpray,caldwindlndruments ? 

Boj. 1 marry are they firi. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 

Bey, Whereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

Cle* Marry fir, by many a yviude ladrument that I know. But 

maifters, 







